The moll: Lamentable Tragedie 

Or fonic of you fhal! finoke for it in Rome* 

Demetrius, By this bur mother is for euer fhamde* 
Chiron, Rome will tlcfpifc her for thisfculeelcape, 
Nurfe . TheEmperourin his rage will doome her death, 
Chtron. I blulh to tfunke vpon this ignomic* 
iAron % Why ther’s tlic Priuiletlgc your bcautie bears: 
Fietrecherous hue, that will betraie with blulliing 
Theclofe cnaftsand counfelsof thy hart: 

Hct’s a young Lad framde of another leere, 

Looke how the blackc flaue (miles vpon the father, 
AsvvhofliouIdfay,cldeLad lam thmeowne; 

Hce is your brother Lords, fenfibliefed 

0 f that felfe bloud t hat firft gaue life to you, 

And from your worn be where you imprifoned were, 

Hec isinfrarnchifed, and come to light: 

Nay hec is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my feale be Ramped in his face. 

Nurfe, Aron, what ihall 1 fay vnto the Emprcfle* 
Demetrius, Aduife thee Aron , what is to be done 3 
And we will all fubfcribc to thy aduife: ^ 

Sauc thou the childe/o wee may all be iafe. 

*Aron> Then fit w c downc and let vs allconfult. 

My fonneand I will haue thewitide of you: 

Keepe there, now talkeatpleafureof yourfafetie* 
Demetrius . How many women faw this childe of his? 
lAron, why fo braue Lords,when we ioiue in league 

1 am a Lam be, but if you braue the Moore, 

The chafed Bore^the mountaine Lioneflc , 

The Ocean fwcls not fo as Aron ftormes: 

But faie again e,how manic faw the childe, 

Nurfe. Corn elia the Midwife ,and ray fcl fe* 

And no one cis but the dcliuered EmprdTe. 

Aron, The EmprdTe,the Midwife, and your felie, 

away: . 
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two may keepe ccunfell w hen the third : 
Goe to the Empreire,tell her thislfaid. 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE TitUS AndrOWCUS LONDON, 


of Titus Andronicus, 

V\ r eeke,weeke,fo cries a Pigge prepared tothefph. 
2 ?rwe t what nieanllfhou Aron,wherforcdidftthourhiv 
■frr»n. O Lord fir, ris a deedc of pollicie, 

5hall (Tiecliue tobetraie this gilt of ouis? 

^ long tongude babling Goflip,No Lords, no: 
j\nd now be it knowne to you my hill intent, 
jsjotfarre, one M uhteut myCouitnman 
His wife but yefiernight was brought to bed. 

His childc is like to her, f are as you are: 

Goepackewith him, and giuc the mother gold, 

And tell them both, the circumflanccof all, 

And how by this their child c fiiall beaduaunft, 

Andbe recciucd fbrthe Emperour* Heire, 

And fubfli tuted in the place of mine, 
to calme this teropcfl wliirling in the Court, 

Andletthe Lmperour dandle him for his owne, 
Harkeyce Lords, you fee I hauegiuen her Phificke, 

And you mull needs bellow Iier Funerall, 

Thcfields arc ncere,and you are gallant G roomest 
Tbisdone,fec that you take no longer dales. 

But fend the Midwife prefemhe tomee. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well madeawav, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what tlieyplcafe, ( 

Chi, Aron, I fee thou wilt not truli the airc witn fecrets. 
Demetrius . Forthiscareof Tumor*, 

Her felfe, and hers, are hishlie bound to thee. Exeunt, 
Aren, Now to the G$thes&% fwiftas [wallow flies, 
There to difpofethis treafurcin mine armes, 
Andfccretlictogreetcthc Empreffe friends: 

Comconyouthicke-lipt-(lauc,lle bearcyotthence^ 

Farit is you that puts vs to our fhifts: 

lie make you leedeon berries, and on roots. 

And feede on curds and whay,and fucke the Goate, 

Andcabbinina Caue,ani bnngyouvp, _ 

To bca warriourand commauad aCatnpc. £xi> * 


